A NIGHTS CAMPING

from one hay level to another fifteen feet below
with complete abandon.

I took Kermit and Archie, with Philip, Oliver
and Nicholas out for a night's camping in the
two rowboats last week. They enjoyed them-
selves heartily, as usual, each sleeping rolled up
in his blanket, and all getting up at an unearthly
hour. Also, as usual, they displayed a touching
and firm conviction that my cooking is unequalled.
It was of a simple character, consisting of frying
beefsteak first and then potatoes in bacon fat,
over the camp fire; but they certainly ate in a
way that showed their words were not uttered in
a spirit of empty compliment.

A PRESIDENT AT  PLAY
(To Miss Emily T. Carow)

Oyster Bay, Aug. 16, 1903.

Archie and Nick continue inseparable. I wish
you could have seen them the other day, after
one of the picnics, walking solemnly up, jointly
carrying a basket, and each with a captured tur-
tle in his disengaged hand. Archie is a most